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J ITH an ease that came from much con- 
scientious practise, the burglar slid 
over the sill of the dining-room window and 
dropped gently to the sod below. Very con- 
siderately he closed the window, for it was 
foolish to annoy people with drafts when 
there was work to be done near by, It was 
very early; not yet midnight, in fact, But it 
was also an early-to-bed suburb, and that en- 
abled him to begin his day early and keep sea- 
sonable hours, which were just as necessary in 
his occupation as in any other. 

As he stepped away from the house, his 
outside man sidled from behind a tree and 
joined him silently, The inside man merely 
pointed at the house next door, and they 
strolled quietly across the lawn that inter- 
vened, making unerringly for the dining-room 
window. Here they paused for a minute 
while the inside man transferred a few trifles 
to the pockets of the outside man, Then the 
latter stooped and made a stepping-stone of 
his back, on which the inside man mounted 
skilfully. He touched the window-sash 
familiarly and gave no sign of elation or aston- 
ishment as it yielded and slid upward. Sub- 
urban folks are generally of that school of 
Philosophy which teaches: “What's the use?” 
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One leg over the sill, the burglar listened 
for a minute, with his head poked inside, and 
then he disappeared into the room. The 
man outside stepped back.a few paces and 
leaned against a tree, for he was merely a 
watchman. The chill and dewy air per- 
suaded him to turn up his coat-collar and 
huddle. It will be much more comfortable to 
follow the man inside. 

Just as the latter supposed, he was in the 
dining-room. He lighted half a dozen match- 
es in succession, and their brief illumination 
was sufficient to enable him to find all that was 
worth taking. Then he tiptoed into the hall, 
toward the front of the house. There was a 
dim gaslight here, and another in the parlor, 
into which he glanced carelessly. At the foot 
of the stairs he paused and noted that the 
house was perfectly quiet. Then he began to 
mount the steps, placing his feet alternately 
close to the banisters and to the wall, so that 
there should be no annoying cracking from 
the spring of the treads. On the sixth step he 
halted abruptly. 

Clear and distinct came the fretful cry of a 
baby. He permitted himself an expression 
of disgust and apprehension, for a baby’s cry 
always meant a crisis. Softly he drew his 
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breath and awaited developments. The first 
little cry was followed by another, and a third; 
and now the baby was getting under way, for 
there came a closely knit succession of infan- 
tile complaints, voiced in a higher key as each 
second passed. The burglar strained his ears 
for the answering step of the mother, but he 
did not hear it. This was puzzling, for the 
yells were now well measured and insistent. 
Inasmuch as nobody was yet aroused, it was 
evident that retreat was easy. He turned as 
if to retrace his steps, then paused again. It 
was curious that nobody paid any attention to 
the baby. The unanswered wail piqued his 
iosi Against all common sense and 
convention, he decided to investigate. 

On tiptoe he reached the second floor hall, 
listening at each step, but no sound save the 
yelling of the baby was to be heard in the 
house. The doors of two rooms at either 
hand were open, and he glanced into each. 
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They were empty. Cautiously he moved 
down the hall in the direction of a half-open 
door at its other end, drawing nearer as he did 
so to the source of the wails. He stopped 
at the threshold and surveyed the interior 
through the crack between the door and its 
frame. There was a dim light inside. Near 
the center of the room was an empty bed. In 
the farther corner was a crib. He shook his 
head in bewilderment, and turned and ran 
lightly up to the third floor. Here he exam- 
ined three rooms and found them all empty of 
human occupants. As he returned to the 
second floor he was less cautious about ma- 
king a noise. 

Entering the bed-room he went boldly to 
the gas jet and turned up the light. Then 
he stepped over to the crib. 

The baby stopped in the middle of a full- 
lunged cry and stared at him unwinkingly 
through a pair of blue eyes. 


HE TESTED THE TEMPEKATURE OF THE MILK CRITICALLY WITH HIS FINGER. 
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* All alone, hey?” inquired the burglar. 

The baby continued to stare without reply. 

“Keepin’ house all by yourself?” said the 
burglar, laying a hand on the brass rail of the 
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his lonely. All I got to say, Google, is, I 


don’t think none too much of your pa and ma 
for goin’ out an’ leavin’ you on the job all 
alone.” 


GOOGLE GAVE HIMSELF WHOLLY TO THE PURSUIT OF LigutD Joy. 


crib. The baby viewed him in silence for 
half a minute more, and then bestowed upon 
him a drooling and cheerful smile. Two 
pink hands began to beat up and down on the 
coverlet in unison. The burglar repent 
with a grin. 


“Google, google,” he said tentatively, laine: : 


ing over the crib. 

“Google,” responded the baby. . 

“Eechey weechey,” added the | burglany 

“Ab-y ‘ah- yah -yah—wee-e-e-e-e,” came 
the replv, with dignified gravity, 

The burglar poised a forefinger over the 
crib and moved it in cabalistic circles, now 
and again poking it swiftly at various points 
of the baby’s anatomy, At each successive 
sally of the finger the baby gurgled and 
smiled. Understanding was perfect. The 
burglar reached for a chair, drew it to the’side 
of the crib, and sat down, 

“You ain’t scared of me, are you?” he said, 


making a new series of feints and jabs with. saga tarosle, 


his finger. 

“Orgle, uggle, oggle,” replied the baby, 
seve the re in renewed ecstasy. 

“T thought so. You're a reg’lar sport,” 
observed the burglar approvingly. 

“Woo-0-0-0-o—aah-h-h-h,” in confirma- 

tion. 

The burglar shoved a forefinger gently into 
a tiny hand and the pink fingers gripped it 


cordially. 
of Pore little feller,” he said. ‘All alone by 


The baby considered this for a moment, 
and replied: 

‘Eeeeeeee!’ 

“You're wise,” said the burglar. “It’s a 
mean trick. They’d oughter be ashamed of 
themselves. If my old woman did a stunt 
like that, I’d let her know what, quick.” 

“Ak-ak-ak-ak-ak-ak — gah-h-h-h-h,” an- 
swered the baby, beating the worsted counter- 
pane emphatically. 

“Why,-it’s a outrage,” added the burglar, 
visibly indignant. ‘“Why—why, you might 
be stole, fer all they’d know.” 

After solemnly considering the matter, the 
baby signified his agreement with this view. 

“Gug-gug-gug,” he said, which left no pos- 
sible doubt of-his meaniitg. 

“That’s right; it’s a bum shame,” nodded 
the burglar. “‘Ain’t it, Google? Hey? You 
bet yer life it is. “Why, your pa an’ ma don’t 
deserve to have no baby. Shame, is what I 
Shame on vem! Hey?” 

Goo-0-0-0-0o—aah-h-h-h.” 

“Sure, I’m right,” said the burglar, feeling 

under the coverlet fora fat little foot. ‘Lord 


~ knows what folks have babies fer if they don’t 


mind ’em. Why, whén I heard you yellin’, 
Google, I waited fer your ma or pa to get up. 
Then I come up-stairs to see fer myself. An’ 
say, Google, what was you cryin’ fer, any- 
how?” 

The baby smiled, drooled tremendously, 
and began to kick. 
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“Cold?” inquired the burglar, arranging 
the spread deftly. 

Valiant kicks and a series of swings with 
pink fists, 

“Maybe you’re hungry, hey?” 

“Kaa-a-a-a-a,” enthusiastically. 

“T knew you was, Google,” said the bui- 
glar, disengaging his hand. “T’ll see if I can 
find a bottle for you.” 

As he left the side of the crib, the baby 
flung after him a long-drawn wail. The bur- 


glar stepped back and shook his finger se-_ 


verely. 

“Tm only goin’ fer your bottle,” he said. 

As he turned away again, a fresh wail halted 
him. 

“Ah, be a sport, Google,” he said. “I’m 
after the grub, see? Here, play with this.” 

He dropped a ring of skeleton keys on the 
spread, within reach of a small hand, that 
grabbed it promptly. The keys jingled pleas- 
antly and the baby looked at them in astonish- 
ment. It took time to inspect them properly, 
and the burglar slipped from the room un- 
noticed. 

As he passed through the dining-room on 
the floor below, he glanced through the win- 
dow and saw that his partner Bill was still 
keeping a restless vigil. 

“Bill can wait a while,” he muttered, as he 
went on into the kitchen.- Here he struck a 
light, after drawing down the shades, and be- 
gan to hunt in the pantry. Presently he 
found the bottle, rubber mouthpiece and all, 
and he carried it to the sink and washed it 
carefully. There was a bottle of milk in the 
ice-chest, and-some of its contents he poured 
into a saucepan, which he placed on the gas 
range, lighting a jet underneath, A moment 
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later he tested the temperature of the milk 
critically with his finger. Then he filled the 
hursing bottle and affixed the nipple skilfully, 
in the manner of a man who knows what he 
is doing. Apparently doubtful, even then, he 


- took a swallow, smacking his lips with a judi- 


“Tell be just right by the time I git up- 
stairs,” he said, turning out the kitchen light. 
As he ascended the steps he heard the voice 
of Google, giving premonitory warnings of 
another s@ng of woe, so he hastened. As he 
entered the room the small voice ceased, the 
haby gave a welcoming rattle of the keys, and 
a beatific and gurgling smile rewarded him. 

“Here y’ are, Google,” said the burglar, 
slipping into the chair at thecrib-side. He 
shifted the small body in the crib, patted the 
bedclothes, adjusted the pillow so as to form 
a proper resting-place for the bottle, and then 
presented his offering. Google seized it with 
both hands, and gaye himself wholly to the 
pursuit of liquid joy. 

“Just right, ain’t it?” observed the burglar, 
with a touch of vanity. “Your ma couldn’t 
fix it to beat that.” 

Google had no time for verbal reply, but 
now and then rolled his unwinking eyes 
gratefully in the direction of the author of his 
happiness. The burglar, with increasing 
enthusiasm, watched the contents of the bottle 


disappear. 2 

“Pore little feller,” he said. “Left alone 
an’ hungry as a dorg. Gawd knows what 
things is comin’ to these days, when folks 
goes off an’ leaves young ones with no one to 
look after ’em, except them as may drop in 
casual.” 

Google let the empty bottle slip from his 


THE AIR WAS RESONANT WITH THE VOICE OF GOOGLE. 


MAGINEL WOIGNT ENRIGHT 


GOOGLE SHOWED ENTIRE SAT: 


hands with a happy sigh and stared at his 
benefactor. The burglar found a crumpled 
handkerchief in his pocket and wiped the 
baby’s mouth carefully, 

“There,” he said. 
have me fer a pa?” 

The answering smile was plainly an in- 
dorsement of the suggestion. 

“Now you gé'to sleep like a good feller,” 
said the! burglar, readjusting the coverlet and 

gingerly pinching the small chin that showed 
just above it. Google began a new series of 
semaphoric signals with his arms, until he had 
them free of the bedclothes;. 

“Sh-h-h-h,” said the burglar, again draw- 
ing up the covers, ‘‘Now you go to sleep.” 

-Wa-wa-yaa-a-a-ah,” said Google, 


“How'd you like to 


ling, 
“Hee, don’t get bad now, Google,” said 


ISFACTION WITH THE SITUATION. 


the burglar, shaking a reproving finger. “I 
got to go; friend waitin’ ferme. See? You 
go to sleep like a good little feller, just like 
the two little babies next door. Ever seen 
them little babies? I seen ’em just a little 
while ago, when I walks into the nurs’ry by 
accident. Two of ’em in a big crib, an’ 
sleepin’ as nice as you please. You bet I 
didn’t Wake them up, ’cause ¢heir pa and ma 
is home. Now I want you to go to sleep just 
like them, even if your folks is gaddin’, I 
ain’t goin’ to steal nothin’ that belongs to you. 
They ain’t much that’s worth while here, any- 
how,” he said regretfully. 

“Well, so long, then, Google,” he added, 
pinching a fat cheek, and then rising and 
turning down the gas. There was a sharp 
wail from the crib. 

“Ah, ah,” said the burglar, turning from 
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the dresser, where he was engaged in sorting 
out some small articles of silver. “Go to 
sleep now, like a good kid.” 

He started for the door, and the wail from 
the crib was pitched in a higher key. He 
went back and leaned over Google, who be- 
came silent immediately. 

“Now, now,” said the burglar, shaking his 
finger, ‘‘it’s time fer you to go to sleep. All 
little fellers is asleep now. Goin’ to be good, 
Google?” 

It certainly seemed as if Google had de- 
cided to adopt this plan, for he closed his eyes 
blissfully. The burglar hung over him for a 
minute, watching him curiously, and then 
with a grin he began to sidle noiselessly away 
from the crib. Half-way across the room he 
thought he was safe, and turned to the door. 
Before he reached it the air was again reso- 
nant with the voice of Google. The burglar 
paused irresolute, then sighed and turned 
back. 

“T ain’t got the heart to leave him yellin’ 
like that,” he murmured. He picked up 
Google gently and swung him back and forth. 
The baby relapsed at once into silence. 

“I’m a-goin’ to put you to sleep, you little 
son of a gun,” declared the burglar. 

Google resented this announcement with a 
sharp vell. 

“Want me to sing, hey?” asked the burglar. 
“All right, I’ll sing, though it ain’t much in 
my line. Here she goes.” 

He crooned a wordless thing in gruff tones, 
modulating his voice as well as he could to a 
monotonous key. Google fell silent again 
and regarded him with some display of aston- 
ishment. © But the lullaby reached the mark 
after a while, for Google began to sigh gently 
and finally closed his eyes. For a moment or 
two longer the burglar droned his song, swing- 
ing his burden rhythmically, and then he tip- 
toed over to the crib, drew back the coverlet 
and softly deposited Google. As he ar- 
ranged the bedclothing he bent his head over 
the round little face, hesitated, and then drew 
back. 

“Tt’d only wake him if I did,” he thought. 
“Pore little feller. 1 only wisht his folks had 
somethin’ worth takin’. It’d be a pleasure, 
seein’ they’re so mean in leavin’ him without 
comp’ny.” 

He backed off cautiously, but ran into a 
chair before he reached the door. Google 
stirred; turned his head on the pillow, per- 
ceived the impending desertion, disapproved 
of it, and yelled. 
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“Off again,” sighed the burglar. “I'ma 
awful clumsy feller. Well, I can’t waste m 
more time with Google.” 

But he did, fora moment later he was walk. 
ing to and fro, a warm bundle in his arms, and 
growling his lullaby hoarsely and earnestly, 
Google consented to waive his claim to th 
right to speak, but he would not close his blue 
eyes. With one hand firmly gripping the end 
of the burglar’s mustache, he showed entir 
satisfaction with the situation. 

“Now, see here, young feller,” said his 
nurse, “‘you don’t expect me to stay here til 
your pa an’ ma comes home, do you? % 
why don’t you be good?” 

Google made no reply to this, whereupon be 
was replaced in the crib. Then he spoke 
freely enough. 

“Now, that ain’t a square deal,” said the 
burglar reproachfully. “Ain’t I fed you? 
Ain’t I sung to you? Ain’t I rocked you 
Now you go to sleep like the little babies next 
door.” 

But Google would make no concessions 
He had conceived an ‘aversion to his crib, 
Thrice he was put back into it, to be removed 
as often in the interests of quiet and peace, 


“COME GUT OF THERE,” SAID BILL, “AND DOST 
GO TAKIN’ NO CHANCES FER NOTHIN'” 
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“YoU PASS UP THAT TH: 
“OK ULL LICK THE STI 


OOCLE," “SAID JIM, 
* OUT OF YOU 


‘The last time he was deposited, the burglar 
had reached the head-of ‘the. stairs before he 
turned back. Then he'did so with a despair- 
ing shake of his head. 

“Tt ain’t no.use,” he said. “TI can’t leave 
alittle feller yellin’ all by hisself, Sounds like 
one of my own kids. But what'll I do?” 

As he again took up his burden, he decided 
to ask Google himself. ; 

“See here, you, Napoleon George Washing- 
ton Google, you’re makin’ lots of trouble fer 
me. I’m losin.good'time: I got work to do. 
An’ Bill is waitin’ and he tnust be gittin’ wor- 
tied. What am I goin*to'de'with you?” 

“Tekle, ickle, ickle,” Saggested Google. 

“Sure thing; but how’m I-goin’ to do it?” 

“Woo-o-0-o-gung,” explained’ Google. 

“Well, if the little sé*of @°gun ain’t got 
four teeth,” said the burglar ina tone of sur- 
Prise, and dropped the subject of how to 
dispose of Google while he examined his dis- 
covery with a gentle exploratory finger. 
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“Yep; they’re teeth, all right,” said the 
burglar. “Four of ’em. Now wouldn’t 
that beat you? They’re fine teeth, Google; 
elegant. Now will you be good if I put you 
back?” 

He took a step in the direction of the crib 
and Google yelled. He backed away again 
and the yell subsided. 

“Now, I wonder why in blazes he can’t 
sleep like other kids?” he mused, in deep per- 
plexity, ‘‘He sure has taken a shine to me, all 
right. I wisht he’d take a shine to his crib.” 

Subsequent experiments proved beyond 
peradventure that Google had forsworn his 
couch indefinitely. He now demanded to be 
carried. Presently the burglar took a fresh 
hitch on his burden and squared his shoulders. 

“T guess there ain’t no other way,” he said. 
“He'll yell his head off if he’s left here alone, 
pore little devil.” 

He drew the coverlet from the crib, wrapped 
it carefully around Google, and started down- 
stairs. Google found it pleasant to hold fast 
to his nurse’s ear and jingle the ring of 
keys, which he did all the way to the dining- 
room. Carefully the burglar threaded his 
way through the furniture in the darkened 
room and approached the window. 

“Pssst!” he said, leaning out. 

Bill stepped forward from his place under 
the tree and reached up his arms mechanic- 
ally. 

“Careful now,” said the man in the win- 
dow, handing over the bundle gingerly. 
“Ouch! Leggo my ear, Google.” 

“Well, fer Gawd’s sake!” exclaimed Bill, 
almost dropping the bundle. 

“Hang on to him tight,” said the man in 
the window sharply, as he prepared to de- 
scend. “Don’t hold him that way. Keep 
his head up. Don’t you know no better?” 

“What the blazes is this game?” demanded 
Bill, dodging his head from side to side as 
Google made jabs at his nose. 

“Sssh! That’s Google,” said the burglar 
as his feet hit the lawn. 

“Well, what good is he? Kin you hock 
him?” : 

The burglar looked at his partner disdain- 
fully and relieved him of his bundle. 

“Kidnappin’, hey?” said Bill. “You 
must be lookin’ fer about forty years, Jim. 
Are you nutty?” 

“T ain’t nutty and I ain’t kidnappin,” said 
Jim shortly. “‘But here’s a pore little feller 
left all alone in his house an’ he won’t quit 
hollerin’. 


“1 PUTS HIM IN THE MIDDLE AN COVERS HIM UP AN’ LEAVES HIM HAPPY.” 


“Well, what's it to you whether he hollers? 
I tell you right now I ain’t goin’ to have no 
hand in this. There’s enough chances in the 
business ’thout stealin’ Googles, if that’s what 
you call him.” £ 

“Did I say I was stealin’ him?” demanded 
Jim. “Has anybody ast you to have anythin’ 
todowith it? Notas I recollect. This is my 
own private affair—mine an’ Google’s. You 
ain’t required to do nothin’.” 

Then he started across the lawn in the di- 
rection of the house which he had left an 
hour before, Bill following him mechanically, 
but dazed. The burglar stopped under the 
window which he had been so careful to close 
after him, and handed Google to his partner, 

“Hold him a minute,” he said, ‘an’ don’t 
let him jingle them keys.” 

“‘What you goin’ to do now?” growled Bill. 

“I’m a-goin’ to put Google where he’ll have 
comp’ny,” said the champion of that small 
person, as he began to slide the window sash 
gently upward. “‘There’s two little kids in a 
nice big crib up-stairs. I seen ’em;when I 
was ina while ago. I’m a-goin’ to put Google 
right into that same crib, where it'll be so- 
ciable an’ pleasant an’ warm fer him.” 

“Well, you’re a fool!” exclaimed Bill, his 
jaw dropping. “‘Ain’t you got all you want 
in that place? Don’t you know it’s bad luck 
to go back into it? Don’t do nothin’ of the 
kind, Jim.” 

Jim ignored the warning and wormed his 
way cautiously across the window-sill. 

“Now, pass him up,” he said 

“T won’t do nothin’ of the kind,” said Bill, 
stepping back a pace. ‘You're crazy, Jim. 


Come out of there and don't go takin’ m 
chances fer nothin’.” 

“You pass up that there Google,” said the 
man in the window savagely, “or I'll come 
down there an’ lick the stuffin’ out of you 
Hear me?” 

Bill approached the window grudgingly, 
seeing that Jim was determined not to le 
saved from his fate, and lifted up his burden, 

“It’s easy to see you don’t know nothin’ 
about young ones,” said the man inside dis 
gustedly, as Google reached him feet fint 
“Hold up his head there till I get a grip of 
him. Don’t mind that feller, Google, He 
don’t know no better.” 

The transfer of Google was accomplished 
without mishap, the baby still gripping tightly 
inhis little pink fist the ring of skeleton 
keys. Then he and his nurse disappeared 
from the window, while Bill slunk rapidly 
back to a convenient tree and awaited the 
issue fearfully. 

Five minutes passed, then another five, and 
Bill moved uneasily. He stepped clear of the 
tree and surveyed the neighboring houses 
nervously. As his gaze returned to the open 


~ window, he saw the figure of his partner 


framed in it. Jim was beckoning to him, and 
he approached. i 
“Want to come in an’ see °em?” whispered 
Jim, in a voice that trembled with delight. 
“See what?” growled Bill. 
“Google and them ‘other young ones. All 
three in the crib an’ sound asleep.” 
Bill smothered an exclamation and siid: 
“You better git outer there quick.” 
“Oh, all right, if you don’t wanter # 
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’em,” said Jim, descending to the ground. 
“Only you just oughter, that’s all. When I 
took him up-stairs to the nurs’ry, there was 
the pair of ’em, sound asleep. I says, 
‘Google, see them little kids, behavin’ nice 
an’ quiet?’ An’ he looks at ’em, an’ then he 
looks at me an’ grins. An’ then what d’you 
s apa he does?» By jingo, he shuts his eyes 

n’ goes to sleep! So help me, hedoes. An’ 
thes I puts him right down in the middle of 
’em, an’ covers him up, an’ leaves him happy. 
I bet them folks in there’ll be surprised when 
they finds triplets in the mornin’.” 

“How ’bout his folks?” growled Bill. 


*\ “What dé I care ’bout his folks?” de- 


& yfanded Jim. 


“They didn’t care nothin’ 
“about him, did they? It'll do ’em good to 
worry fer a while.” 

“Well, this’s the last time I’m goin’ with 
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you if you don’t cut out tricks like them,” 
grumbled Bill, as they passed up the block. 
“‘That’s cause you don’t care nothin’ about 
babies,” said his partner. 
On the next block they paused in front of a 


house and made a brief inspection. Without 
a word, the partizan’of Google mans empty- 
ing his pockets into those of his comrade. 


“‘What’s this?” demanded Bill, as he sorted 
out a flimsy little object that shone white 
under the street lamp. 

“That’s Google’s sock,” said his partner, 
grabbing it hastily and stowing it in an inside 
pocket. ‘That b’longs to me.” 

“Well, you’re a hot one,” snorted Bill. 
“Robbin’ babies now, hey?” 

“Rob nothin’! That ain’t goin’ into no hock 
shop. That’s one of them things you call a 
re Anyhow, ain’t Google got my keys?” 


